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Characters
Warbler: age indeterminable, instigator 
Younger Reggie: 13, has retrograde amnesia
Older Reggie: 27, narrator
[Sound: wind through the trees, hoot owls, hum of waves crashing nearby. 
Think wilderness near Lake Superior.
Spotlight on Older Reggie, who paces stage left as he speaks to the audience.]
Older Reggie: He appeared in similar ways each time. Inhibiting me from 
seeing what was really there. But you already know that. Every time 
is another chance for a breakthrough, right, Doc? [Pause, circling the 
mound.] What I remember… Well, in the most recent one, there was 
something buried deep under the earth.
[Older Reggie stops behind the mound of dirt heaped three feet high on a tarp 
center stage. The spotlight illuminates the pile and stays there.
Lights Up, but dim. 
Warbler, looking scruffy and dirty, sleeps against the pile, looks dead, with his 
hiking pack strew to his left as if lost in a struggle. 
Younger Reggie, wearing a baseball cap and carrying a book bag, enters hum-
ming – “Peter and the Wolf ” preferably – from stage right where there is a 
deer crossing sign.]
Older Reggie (cont’d) [distancing himself from the other characters, stage 
left]: I returned to the north words of Michigan where my father took 
me on my first hunting trip. Like all the other times, I am the same age, 
thirteen. And Warbler is there waiting for me.
[Younger Reggie notices Warbler. He looks around, goes up to Warbler 
and kicks him in the foot waking him up.]
Warbler: [scurrying to his feet, sing-song] I see the bad moon’s arising.
Younger Reggie: I told you to get lost, Warbler.
Warbler: I did. you didn’t specify how long.
Younger Reggie [sitting down with his back against the pile, closing his eyes]: 
Really. It’s been fun. Thanks for all the company, but I sleep alone.
Warbler: Alone?
Younger Reggie: That’s what I said.
When I Go A-Warbling
